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use. It struck them both that the door had not
been opened on to it for a long time. Its floor
was humpy, and the big half-tester bed seemed
to be in miniature in comparison to the size
of the room in which it was placed. Charles
advanced into that room, and as he did so he
made a queer sound.

There, lying on the floor where it must have
dropped before the empty fireplace, was a dead
swallow, its wings flung wide as though in a final
effort at flight.

He stepped back.

Doreen knew that he always thought single
birds unlucky, and she took his hand.

" We won't stay here, dear; we'll go on. If we
go slowly we shall be able to get through the
rain somehow/*

He said nothing. He followed her like a child
down those unsafe stairs and across the little
austere bar parlour out into the rain again and
sank back in the car.

" My tablets," he said.

She felt in his pocket and brought out the
bottle, counting out the couple of tablets with
her fingers and putting them into his mouth,
"Don't upset yourself, Charles; honestly it isn't
worth it. That was a horrid room, but we aren't
going to stay there/*

He said nothing. Much later they got to the
hotel they had been recommended, and went
inside. They ordered dinner to be sent to their
room. Doreen was horrified that Charles should
look so old and tired, and could eat so little.

She said, " It wasn't unlucky really, you know/'